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Crystals, splinters of liquid-glass, pathetic, sullen,

A melody of broken veils over against in silent loans

Storm-frustration in agony of faith, of moon, is

Doused now, blinded

Fury-broken, hell-tossed in hail

Whirlwind and agony wheels barques, trees,

See, mountains! how now even ultimate

Earth cracks black-bright and under us

Thunderous, how black bells toll atlantics, .

Worldeaters, terrorized, how striped and barred to

Sky with God's spout-pillars and rods

Now over us are and stars

Brokeloose, flawcht-firestampeded

Before floods-oil wrath-oceans

Tolls anger, fury, loveseyes, hair, tombs, lips; tears.

II

Green, cuckoo-dreaming; muted organs
Of vaguesummer dawn, delighting heavens
Pre-birth; high fluted, all yellow tones
Gowanhumble float, drifts with mobile
Grace of girls, murmur of undiscovered
Seas, undrumlied waters of light, shell,
Pearl-hued fluid face, fear-angelic
Now; now crystalled of heart-assurance
Leaf-descending face, fawn enshrouded
In mere atmosphere's veils, candleshade
Shows wings moon-shadowed in seashell dawn
Forgiving still if remembering
Remembering corngreen and cream grain,
Lazy-grasses dawn-shown and tired burns
Wimpling and mullering in valleys
Indistinct in church-air, face-afloat,
Fireflawcht muse, mirroring in musty
Half lights, dust and oldstained glass, nothingness-silent.